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SLOPER’S WHIT MONDAY. 
“Papa has always made a point of devoting the whole of Whit Monday to what he describes as his ‘Welcome to Spring,’ and this year the time honoured 


custom was carried out on the lines laid down in the Family Archives. 
Greenwich Park, to the strains of a Piano Oryan, and to the amusement of the Bank Holidayites. 


Poor Pa and Mamma, attired as Shepherd and Shepherdess, ‘ tripped o’er the lea’ in 
The only thing to mar an otherwise enjoyable outing was a 


little mishap Alexandry had with a hammer while testing his strength. Pa talks of apprenticing Alec to his friend Sandow. Nice for Sandow.’’—Toorsie. 


THE AMOROUS CAT’S-MEAT MAN. 


Sat 
Sess 


3. His spooning until the return journey, he calls 
upon his adorable Mary before he has even sold a 
‘numble ‘aporth. Result as depicted above. It ain't 
often cats have such a beanfcast, you bet, 


1, Bumper was a purveyor of the luscious cat's- 
Meat. In addition to selling cat'’s-meat, Bumper was 
in love—madiy in love, we should say—and while 
returning from his long and tedious round— 


2. He always mnde a habit of stopping to have 
five minutes’ spooning with his lady love, Whether 
Bumper felt extra spoonified, or what it was, we can- 
not say, but the other day, instead of postponing— 


RETURNED FROM TRANSPORTATION. 


In 1783, the prisons in England were crowded to a degree 
never before known, and on September 20th of that ye: :,no 
less than fifty-four unhappy wretches were sentgpictd to 
death at the Old Bailey, in many of whose cases the extre ne 
penalty of the law was subsequently inflicted, 

The greater part of these were malefactors who were being 
shipped to North America to be sold there as slaves, and 
who, seizing the vessel, ran it ashore at Deal and escaped. 
In 1792, Nathaniel Lilley, James Martin, William Allen, 
John Butcher aod Mary Bryant were charged with returmiay 
from transportation before the time of their sentences had 
expired. The story they told in court was a sad one. 

n March, 1791, at Botany Bay, they obtained possession 
of an old six oared boat with a Jug sail, and, having put on 
board 100 Iba, of rice, 200}ba. of flour and It Ibs. of pork, 
which they had clubbed together to purchase, they set forth. 
They were forced to keep close to the coast to procure sup- 
plies of fresh water, ad when the weather was very tem: 
pestuous, they would sometimes haul their boat on shore 
and sleep, but on all these occasions the savages caine down 
in hundreds to murder them, and were only driven off by 
the discharge of two old muskets fired inthe air over the 
heads of the natives, who then, unused to tirearms, fled in 
terror at the first shot. They were bound for the Island of 
Timor, a Dutch Settlement, and reached it, after suffering 
innumerable hardships, after a voyage of 5,000 miles, in ten 


. 


Vt 
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weeks, having stopped once ata small uninhabited isiand, where 
they caught and dried some turtle, . 

Vhey landed at Cupang, and the Governor treated them with 
great kindness. supposing that they belonged to an English ship 
Which had been wrecked on her passage to New South Wales, but 
at length, by accident, overhearing a secret conference between 
them, he found out what they were, The runaways were eleven in 
number, two being Mary Bryant's children, aged respectively one 
and three years, ri 

On August 29th, 1791, the Pandora was wrecked, and the captain 
and crew came on shore at Cupang, and the Governor straightway 
told the former what he had heard, The miserable creatures were 
therefore at once shipped for the Cape of Good Hope. How they 
were treated is not stated, but roughly, it would seem, for two of 
the men and achild died, and one man tell overboard and w:8 
drowned. On their trial the survivors described the hardships 
they had undergone in the most piteous manner, and we read that 
the court, in consideration of their sufferings, instead of hangings 
them, “ordered them to remain on their former sentence until they 
should be discharged by the course of law.” 


* 7 * ° * p 7 
“Which, as I have often said,” bleated Mary's mint saucy one, 
“honesty is, after all——” ; 
But here the Bloodhound of Battersea went for him, and the 
neighbours said to one another, “ How odd, them Slopera 1s al’ays 


beating carpets,” 
(Next week,“ Burnt Alive.” ) 
TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


=e 

°° iene 25 er wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ved envelope rd del enough to contain the 
contributions submiticd. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


For WILLIAM HOWE'S good wishes we are much obliged indeed. 
We do not doubt that FURLOUGH will eventually succeed In his 
fight to gain the watch for which so very hard he's tried—the watch 

Jor which the Queen has begged and countless princes tried, We 
can't insert the letter which $ FREAME & CO. have sent, It savours 
Jar too much, we think, of an advertisement, We'll give your pre- 
aent, LARY, to the Blovd-Bespattered Wretch; We're sorry, B. H. 
FAIRHOLME, that we can't acerpt your sketch—It's original and 
Junny, hut the execution'’s bad; We'd have sent you back your 
verses, EFFIE JEFFERIES, if you had Inclosed a stamp for their 
return, instead of which, you see, They're lying mutilated in our 
W. PB. Yes, Suoper went, LLEWELLYN, and a host of pals he 
met, And, as the festive CAMPBELL sings, they “had a deal of 
wet.” Lf you keep i ates PAN, in other folk's affairs, You'll 
hare to close your face for alterations and repairs, It's alt your 
own fault, J. H. L., you certainly must own, So blame your mon 
stupidity, and reap as you have sown, Yes, Annie Rooney, 
EDMUND, is a very doubtful jny To anybody but the fiend who 
styles himself “her boy.” By all means write to Tootsie, FAN, wt 
isan unkind fate Which leaves a charmi girl like you so long 
without a mate. The man who thinks te tress us with sucha 
piece of crass Stupidity as WEBSTER must be sometheng of an ass. 
Yes, FOND OF FUN, it’s seven years since SLOPER made his bow, 
But we are pleased to say that he is quite a big boy now, 

——— 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
Lhe Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the United Kingdom, Contine janada, 
piri, ae hk fon hdc dasrica, jee : sa 
3 Months, 18. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6e. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZzIgL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post-Sree to Newsagents 
on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 Centimes, or dy 
special arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rug DE LA BANQUE. 


And the“SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT” will be given for the 


BEST HINTS ON BALL-ROOM ETIQUETTE. 


Please do not exceed @ words, and address— 
CHESTERFIELD CHUMPKINS, Ese, M.C, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, fondon, E.C. 
*a" The List will cluse TUESDAY, May 19TH, 1891. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
_—~>— 

“Do you know, Mrs, Sloper, scandal és very unkind. I've never 
seen your SLOPER drunk on the Goorstep snd I can trust to my 
eyes sometimes,”” “ Not always, dearest, hy, when the Old Man 
has been on the smoker lay there is no seeing him, for the simple 
reason that he always lies down flat in the doorway and begins 
kissing the stone step and a-saying, ‘My dear, how cold you are—- 
take something.’ ” ee 

s 


ScENE—De Robinson at home, practising fantasia on violin, 
Enter Raggles. 

rng Se What on earth sort of noise do you call that? 

De Robinson, Why, harmony, of course, 

taggles. Why, it's worse than the cats in our back garden at 
Nignt. 

De Robinson (with pitying contempt). Poor fellow! You have 
no music in vour soul, 

Maggies. Haven't 1? What do you call this, then? 

[And as he walked out his boots squeared in such an aggressive 
manner that De Robinson was tempted to brain him with 
his violin; but economy prevailed, and he continued his 
study, ae 

* 


Now the bather gaily stands 

On the shining ocean sands 
In the sun, 

And the dainty clocking 

Of her blue or scarlet stockin 
Scores her “one,” 


* 

ALTHOUGH far from old, he was a soldier of varied experience, 
and he was up for examination and being tortured witha thousand 
and one questions he thought irrelevant. Finally the head- 
examiner asked, “ What is the difference between a light dragoon 
and a heavy dragoon?" * Oh—er—not much,” replied he, “they're 
both up at Preston Barracks in turn, but whereas the light dragoon 
tools over to Henfield ina Ralli cart with a clergyman's daughter, 
the heavy dragoon has a bally great barouche and a premiére 
danseuse,” = 

* 


THE comic editor's youngest but four leaned upon the young 
overness’ knee and heard her relate the story about Giesler and 
Villiam Tell. “And after shooting the a ple from his little son's 

head with his unerring arrow, he—" “ Miss Parkes,” asked the 
fiend child, “ how was it that the arrow didn't goin the kid's eve?” 
“Why, because it went in the apple, so——" “So his eye had an- 
arrow escape?” Then the good young governess sighed, and drew 
up on the back of a copy-book an advertisement for an engage- 
ment in a family where corporal punishment was not only tolerated 
Sut warmly encouraged. 


ere And 80 you always do as you 


Pet. Yes: ‘cause ma told me to do as 
* like, and I do it. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


(Saturday, May 16, 189) 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 368.—The “ Whitsuntide ” Costume. 


Belinda was fair to look upon, con- 
sequently that bonnet must have been 
an everlasting source of aggravation 
in those days, 


Guard. Did you call me, madam ? 

Lady «whom cad has been annoyina’. Yes, I want this puppy removed, 
Please. I thought it was against the regulations for dogs to travel except 10 
the guard's van, 


Boss (ta the photo etching line). I don't see how 
ou can find so much time to spend away from 
usiness in the City. 

Traveller, That does not worry me at all, sir. 

The trouble is to find any business when I am 
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He said his favourite in- 


strument was the double 
| bass. He could never listen 
to 1t unmoved. It compietely 
carned bim away, 


It is the merry Spring-time once more, and the mustard a:.. 
cress is growing in the old saucepan lid filled with moist ert! 
and the cat is basking on the wall, and the linen of beai:ty is han,- 
ing out to dry. And then Mrs, Sloper says, “ What a good thin,. 
it is that summer will be here soon. Then they'll all feel beter n 
thuse home-made clothes, and if the wind whistles throug ‘om 
like a colander, it'll be all the better and rave ventilation.” ] .¢ 
their next door neighbour looks sarcastic like over the garden wail, 
and says, “A few holes, indeed! why, there's such a lot in ‘em 
that you might sell the lot for a blooming wire fence. And yon 
don't want no Jace to trim ‘em, they're lace enough already witu 
them holes,” Such is the sarcasm of feminine beauty, 


LARKS are singing in the sky, 
Summer, summer, summer's nigh, 
And 1 love her—oh! don’t 1? 


She is in the sunny glade, 
Blushing, sighing—so afraid, 
Oh! my darling, simple maid. 


To you love me, darling cook? 
1 read your eyes like any book 
She says, “Oh, chuck it! Take yer hook!” 
(She was only the simple chippy of commerce—all fur and 
JSeathers, and, oh, course, knew no better, 


s 
THEY could not exactly understand why, above all things, he 
toved the strong summer sunlight. They didn't know that it was 
because when he looked from his attic window with his three-and- 
eixpenny opera glass, he could see co much more distinctly the 
shadow of his Angelina's ankles cast upon the friendly kerbstone. 
Science has no limits, and it is a pity, he said, that the crinoline has 
not come into fashion again, 4 » 
s 


“I SAY ALLY,” exclaimed Jones, “you and I were always pals, 
weren't we?" * Y-e-s,” replied ALLY, doubtfully. “Then lend us 
half a quid, old man,” said Jones, “ will ye? only till Saturday !” 
“IT would in a moment. Jones,” observed the Eminent, “but I 
haven't got a cent about me.” “What?” exclaimed Jones, his 
mien of kindness turned to gall, “not a escent? Why, man alive 
the ecent of ‘Unsweetened’ on your breath would make a Goo 
Templar tight!" Pr 

* 


Jawkins (the pothouse politician). Good evening, Mr. Sponger. 
We was just a-speakin about the proposed Factory Act as affectin’ 
laundries. Now, you bein’ in that business, as it were, what's your 
‘pinion on the subjec'? 

Sponger. Why | consider as it’s most monstrous! Look at my 
missis now. work as ‘ard as she may, she can't only earn enough 
to keep the ‘ouse goin’, and find me in beer and_bacca, and if they 
go a-cuttin’ down her hours, wot's to become of me? 

ss 


s 

“EXCUSE my troubling you, sir,” remarked a stranger, “but 
could you direct me to the best doctor in the town? I've only jest 
come up from the country, and | don't know the place atall.” “I 
am a practising physician here, sir. If 1 can be of any service to 
your—er——”" “J'm awfully obliged,” said the stranger; “but the 
old woman is ill. and I want a good doctor. You see, it wouldn't 
do to take no practising fellow to her; she'd never forgive me.” 


s 
KaTIe stood upon a stool, 
And gaily flicked a duster, 
But, dear girl, she looked a fool 
When she fella buster, 


= 

“THE world,” eaid ALLY, as he reclined against the resplendent 
pewter of the “ Blue Pig,” “ is made up of many minds; *‘ Men may 
come, and men may go. but I goon for ever. * “Well, you don’t 
exactly go on for ever" said the waxed moustached tyrant behind 
the counter * but it's a certainty you fe. out for ever—chucking 
time, every 12.30." There is a two-of-lrish coldness about this 
remark that cut SLOPER to the quick, and SLOPER doesn't !ike to 
be cut, especially by a “quick” who is ready for the next turn. 

es * 


* 

Plain-spoken Publisher. Mr. Joe Millar, the humorous writer, } 
believe? Yes, Mr. Millar, I sent for you use I think you can 
do some work for me. You see, we have been giving our readers a 
number of clever well written, scientific articles, and I think 1 1s 
advisable to make a change, so 1—eh—what! gone away? Weil 
1 never, how short tempered these literary men are, to be sure ! 

| ed 


s 

TOOTSIE says that she feels the summer influence im the air, and 
already has a dream of Margate in her mind’s eye. Dear, good girl. 
She has borrowed a yard and a half of the cushion tabie cloth trom 
her grandmother (that particular yard and a half they would not 
take in at the leaving sho})), and now she is decorating it with red 
tape, 1,600 yards to the penn’orth—and what a bathing dress it will 
make, and whata pity it is they cannot shove upa pues tent 
over the pew cistern, so that she can fancy herself at Cliftonv ‘lle. 


s 
THEY were London children who had been fora walk, just where 
the suburb ends and the country begins, and on their return they 
were asked, * Weil. children, and what did you notice most in the 
country? ' After a pause of a couple of minutes, the eldest, aged 
about fourteen, replied, ‘ Trespassers will be prosecuted.” 


* | 
“WHAT makes me love?" the maiden sighed. 
- Not noble he nor proud , 
What makes you love?” she, sad, replied ; 
~ We met, ‘twas in a crowd. 


“*Twas not within the 'bus from home, 
Nor on the seats without ; 

Yer still the story makes a poem.” 
She said with pretty pout. 


“But men are false—as men will be, 
And IT am now forsook ; 

No port and ‘seedy ‘s stood to me, 
He's gone and took his hook.” 


s 

PENHECKER was at home seated on the opposite side of the fire- 
place 10 nis very much better half, and wondering why he had 
ever been born, or why Mrs P had, when the servant .ntroduced 
nis 0.4 triend, Jclhe, the briefless barrister After the usual saluta- 
tions Jotite cbserved. * Are you busy, old man? if not, | want you 
to come over to my place this evening and help me. 1 have a case 
at nome that is more than I can manage, dut if you will lend mea 
hand we can ao it between us?” Penhecker thought of the damp, 
chilly evening and the dry ey law case, and commenced a 
stammering and apologetic refusal. “Not another word, P.,’ ex- 
c.aimed Mrs. Pen.; * | insist upon your going toassist your friend.” 
There was no heip for it, and when he got outside, Pen, observed, 
reproachfully * You area fellow, to drag a chap out such a night 
atthis what te the baily case you've got ?-' “ A case of champagne 
Roederer—quarts, replied Jollie, and then if.she coud have seen 
her nusband, Mrs P. would have regretted her precipitancy. 


ALLY SLOPER’S ART UNION. | 


The next preture to be given to one of the readers of * ALLY SLOPER'S HALP-HOiI- 
DAY" 18 an ot! painting by ARTHUR HACKER, measuring 64 tn, x 42 in. tn a 
splendid gold frame, and entitled 


‘““PORSAKEN.”? 


Make ONE APPLICATION ONLY, by sending an Envelope with this announee- 
ment inclosed, together with your Name and Address, any time besore June 30th. 
Addresse—* ALLY SLOPER'S ART UNION.” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Tane, Londen, E.C. 


©,° This Picture is on View every day between i0 a.m. and 6 p.m., excep! Satur- 
days, when the hours are 10 a.m. and | p.m. 


Saturday, May 16, 1891.) 
TOOTSIE AND JACK. 


_.- 


THE chief object, it would appear, of those concerned in getting 
up av exhibition, is to fix a date for opening it which must fall on 
- a day at least 

one month pre- 
vioustothe 
arrival of the 
“exhibits.” 
They were not 
quite so much 
out at the house 
that Jack has 
built at Chel- 
set, on the 2nd 
of May, but, as 
the waiter in 
the grill room 
observed, when 
1 asked for 
Chablis, were 
“not quite in 
working order 
yet,” and pro- 


sooee Bass or 
ttled stout. 

Other things 
beside the hot 
joints were not 
quite in work- 
ing order that 
day, _ notably 
the lift to the 
lighthouse. 
However, in 
spite of the 
rain, which 
came down just 
at the wrong moment on the Princess of Wales’ pretty frock as 
she was getting. out of the carriage, and damped my shoes, the 
opening was a ig success, and the assembly, independent of the 
Dook Snook and Lord Bob, brilliantly representative. There were 
no end of blue-jackets on view, and the boys from Greenwich. 

Already, I must tell you, there are heaps of interesting things to 
be seen, which “ when found,” as Cap’en Cuttle used to say, “make 
a note of.” Therefore in this connection note 2856 in the catalogue, 
“The little Midshipman,” which has served as the sign of Norie 
and Wilson’s chart publishing business since 1763, and is immorta- 
lized by Charles Dickens in “ Dombey and Son,” and it is on record 
that good old 
Billy, the Sailor 
King, once 
raised his hat to 
the little figure 
when he passed 
by. You might 
also look at No. 
3092, a pin- 
cushion embroi- 
dered by Lady 
Nelson, and 
commenced 
while attendin 
the sick couc 
of her husband 
during his suf- 
ferings occa- 
sioned by the 
amputation of 
his arm, and 
finished whilst 
the Admiral 
was absent at 
the Battle of 
the Nile. And 
then casually 
glance at 2475, 
a green lava of 
Vesuvius snuff 
box given to 
Lady Hamilton 
by Lord Nelson, 
There are lots 
of other snuff boxes, by the way, made from many interesting 
wrecks, and relics, including Nelson’s funeral car. Among the 
en things on view | must not omit the identical musket ball that 
killed Nelson, and 3160, a tobacco stopper : this is no less than the 
mummified finger of “Jack the Painter,” who set fire to the rope 
house at Portsmouth Dockyard, and was hanged at the dock 
gates on March 10th, 1777, his body being afterwards gibbeted on 
Block House beach. 

There are lots of interesting models of ships, and the gardens 
will be pretty enough later on, and the music is good, and sois the 
Trafalgar Panorama, which on no account miss seeing. 

Of course, you may be sure, the Family were to the fore the first 
day—or, perhaps, | should say, to the after four—when the admis- 
sion came down from five to one shilling. Billy, in an A.B, suit, 9 
litle too tight for him, attracted general attention, and the remark 
was passed that salt pork and sea biscuits seemed to be fattening. 
Lardi, who accompanied him, apresrerl hardly pleased. I had, on 
the whole, a fairish time myself, being escorted around by an in- 
teresting youth, 
who told me he 
was a lieuten- 
ant, and had 
been in several 
terrible engage- 
ments, and had 
killed many of 
the foe, some- 
times os - a 
time, 6 e 
hande < : He 
showed me the 
model of the 
Victory, and 
pointed out the 
spot where Nel- 
son fell into his 
arms. | thought 
that the Battle 
of Trafalgar 
had happened 
a bit before his 
time, but I must 
look in Ma’s 
history book. 

Poor Pa was 
there, and, I re- 
gret to say, in 
the costume of 
an admiral, in 
which he has 
been drillin, 
Billiam and 
Alexandry all the week in the back garden, but which, as there 
were pretty well all the reai admirals present, also caused them 
tome surprise, and I believe, in the end, something of a personal 
Nature occurred rather unpleasant to Poor Pa. who now seeks repose 
Otherwise than inasitting posture. Alexandry and that Bill, attired 
fs two penny coloured pirates of the old school, were not a success, 


Putting ‘em through their paces, 


Doing the Exhibition in style. 


The Licutenant relates his adveutures. 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


TWENTY SLOPER 
KEYLESS WATCHES 


GIVEN AWAY EVERY WEEK. 


Cut out and fill in the Label printed below, and post it to:— 
THE “SLOPER” WATCH DEPARTMENT, 
“ The Sloperics,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


“ Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday,” May 16th, 1894. 
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Age_._........0ecupation, if any......... 


How many times applied ..... 


How long a Purchaser of} erent 
the “‘Half-Holiday”’ sc 


The List for this week will close on Tuesday evening next, 
May 19th. The List for May 9th will be published in the 
“ HALF-HOLIDAY" for May 23rd, 


249th WEEK. 
LIST FOR MAY 2nd. 


“ Sloper” Watches have been given to the following :— 


1, JOSEPH WASS, Engineer, 1 Spring Villas, Ealing. Age, 22 years. Sub- 
scriber— since first published. LONDON. 
2. B. J. HICKMAN, Clerk, 192 Rotherhithe New Road. Age, 18 years. Sub- 
scriber—¢ years, 4 months. LONDON. 
3. EDWIN COCKRAM, Stationer’s Cutter, 3 Salisbury Cottages, Arcola Street, 
Kingsland. Age, 43 B heels Subscriber—6 years, 18 weeks. LONDON. 
4. ROBERT GARNETT, Woolwasher, 96 Rochester Street, Leeds Road. Age, 


Lad baci Subscriber—since No. 1. BRADFORD. 
5. GEORGE H. VEALE, Cornwallis Grove, Clifton. Age, $9 years. Subscri- 
ber—7 years, BRISTOL. 
6. DAISY DAINES, 53 Windmill Street. Age, 15 years, Bubesriber 7 years: 
GRAVESEND. 


7. WILLIAM CHEEK, Junior Clerk, 6 Percy Terrace, Leonard Road, Horton. 
Age. 18 years, Subscriber—5 years, 9 months, GOSPORT. 

8. EDWARD BROWN, Grocer's Assistant, Fore Street. 25 years. Sub- 
scriber—6 years. HATFIELD, 

9, WILLIAM WELLDON, Platelayer, 19 Topham Street, Oldfield Lane, Wortley. 
Age, 39 years. Subscriber—since May, 1885. LEEDS. 

10, HERBERT BOND, Dispenser, Westport. Age, 23 years. Subscriver—over 
5 vears. MALMESBURY. 

11, W. WICKENS, Blacksmith, Horatio Street. Age, 49 years, Suoscriber—6g 
yeara, MONK WEARMOUTH. 

12, CHARLES KNIGHT, Water Bailiff, Livery Cottage. Age, 44 years, Sub- 
scriber—5 years, 40 weeks. NEWNHAM. 

13. LUCY DYER, Lady Lando, Shorwell. Age, 18 years. Subscriber—since 
commencement. NEWPORT, LW. 

14. WALTER WOOD, Boiler Riveter, 10 Heal's Buildings, Rose Lane. Age, 

15. SAMUEL CHAS OLIVER, Suipwright, Upper Nash, Age, ag 

» SA AS. OLI Shipwright, Upper N: 44 § 

scriber—6 years, 13 weeks, PEMBROKE. 

16, JESSIE SMITH, Manageress, 28 Narrow Street. Age, 18 years. Subscriber 
—6 years, PETERBORO'. 

17, ARTHUR WILLIAMS, Clerk, 25 Sydney Street. Age, 48 years. Subscriber— 
since commencement. PLYMOUTH. 

18, JAMES COLLINS, Groom, Chilworth Common. Age, 31 years, Subscriber— 
since commencement. ROMSEY. 

19, CHARLES RENSHAW, Milk Boy, Bobbing. Age, 17 years. Subscriber—¢ 
SITTINGBOURNE. 


years, 
20, FLORENCE DAVIS, Barmaid, “ Royal Albert,” Peascod Street. Age, 23 
years. Subscriber—since December 1884, WINDSOR. 


“CONVINCING.” 


THERE are many strange phrases in modern day slang, 
Especially slang in some quarters ; 

*Mid “allusive” young writers (we'll say like A. Lang), 
*Mid the Culchawed, the Clubs and Reporters. 

Argot fin de siécle ia now a fine art, 
In some cases quite bold—in some, mincing ; 

/nd the latest pet word with the “Swagger” and “Smart” 

Is “ Convincing.” 


They speak of a picture, 2 poem, a play, 
As being “ Convincing.” or not s0,— 
Yea, “ Convincing" gets into whatever they say, 
And their praise and their blame they allot so, 
They drag it in here, and they lug it in there, 
Without the least blushing or wincing ; 
Indeed, one trisyllable floats in the air— 
That's “ Convincing.” 


There are times, you may say, when the new slang remarks 
May have a distinct application , 

For instance, suppose you're out late on a lark, 
And arouse your chief-half's indignation, 

When at midnight (or daybreak) your street door you reach 
(And the rain your rig out has been rinsing), 

You may find that your lady-love’s method of speech 

Is “ Convincing !" 


The phrase may in Politics be comme il faut, 
(Or it mayn’t—just as fate may decree it ; 
The Political mirage depends, as you know, 
On the standpoint from which you may gee it). 
* * e « ° 


But, on second thoughts, why any class should we spot? 
Few can look back on life without wincing ; 
In all classes are some who, for Wisdom, are not 
Too “ Convincing.” 


———_—— 


A RUDE AWAKENING. 


THERE are some men who are never embarrassed ; and up toa 
few evenings ago, our faith in a certain gentleman who “ uses" the 
same “ pub” as we do, was unshaken as that of the muling pukin: 
infant in the good maternal mother. But the “Napoleon o! 
Finance,” the “Gladstone of Debate” (both of which he said he 
was reiae tly called) —went under rather unexpectedly the other 
night. He had just been telling us, aS we sipped and wondered, 
how he'd been up to Brinsmead'’s and given a hundred and eighty 

uineas for a new piano, and how he’d rattled off several well 
Snows airs, including, “Le Cheval de Bronze,” “The Old Hun- 
dredth,” and “ Mother's Skirt will Fit Emma,” on it, just to try its 
tone, when he knocked a sixpenny tumbler off the bar and smash 
it; and he had to raise three 1.0.U.s for twopence apiece before 
the barman would let go of his collar ! 


WOoOUR CHARACTER TOLD. 


For the Benefit of the Readers of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALP-HOLIDAY,” the ser- 
vices of a Graphologist of great skill and talent have been engaged. Readers 
desiring a delineation of their character must send this announcement, tnelosed 
with aletter of moderate length, signed with the usual stynature, and accompanied 
by a stamped, addressed envelope (with the writer's vwn address), All letters must 
be directed to— 

“ALLY SLOPER'S GRAPHOLOGIST.” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


Answers will be posted direct to the addresses given on Envelopes. No notice will 
be taken of any communteation not complying with the above requiations, 

Oneing to the enormous number of letters received. Ansiers cannot be guaranteed 
within a month, but will be sorwarded as early as possible, 
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A FORTUNATE CURE. 


— 


Tom LIVELY aat in the surgery, absorbed in thought. He was 
only adoctor’s assistant, and the comparative sin of youth, coupled 
with the positive ; 
crime of poverty, 
comprised his 
sole worldly pos- 
sessions, 

He had, never- 
theless, taken the 
liberty of falling 
in love, and that 
not with some 
humble youn 
eernom, bck 
might, perhaps, 
have been for- 
given him, but 
—“_ ae Squire's 

laughter, prett 

Nance Dee A 
maiden who, 
from the mature 
age of sixteen, 
had beenthe 
alternate hope 
and despair of 
every eligible 
young man in 
the county. 

Being a hand- 
some, genial fel- 
low, with plenty 
of pluck and 
“go’ 


in him, 
Tom had _ been A whirlwind of choice expletives. 
lucky enough to 
win from Nancy a confession of love, and only one obstacle barred 


their desired union. A very gouty, cantankerous, violent old 
ebstacle it was—no less a one, indeed, than Squire Dean himself. 

When the es medico had summoned up sufficient courage 
to mildly proclaim his suit, he was immediately shown the door by 
the irate parent; and such a whirlwind of choice expletives fol- 
lowed his retreating form, that he judged it prudent toabandon all 
outward pretensions of hope. At present he was in sole charge of 
the practice, Dr. Droopem being away fora short holiday, and on 
the previous evening a message had arrived from the Hall to the 
effect that Squire Dean required a supply of the usual gout pills. 

Fired with a sudden resolve, Tom had himeelf compounded some 
globular curatives, and, having dispatched them, appeared to be 
rather anxiousiy awaiting the result. 

Suddenly a violent ringing at the night-bell roused him from his 

a reverie. He 
me waited impa- 
tiently —suntii 
“Buttons,” iu 
the leisurely 
manner pecu- 
liar to himself, 
answered the 
door, after- 
wards appear- 
ing with the 
announcement 
that “Squire 
Dean be a- 
dying, and 
please will you 
goat once?” 

“Immedi- 
ately,” replied 
Tom; and, as 
he turned to 
inake di a 
draught, “ But- 
tons ” observed 
adecided smile 
hovering 
around his 
mouth. 

“Them = doc- 
tors they reg’: 
: lar enjoy kill- 

, ing folks,” was 
“ Immediately,” said Tom. the inward 
comment of 
the disgusted page. On arriving at the Hall, Tom found the old 
man firmly convinced that his last hour had come. 

“Lively,” he said, faintly, “ I've been an old sinner in my time. Per- 
haps, after all, I treated you rather badly; but you'll forgive me now,” 

“Forgive you!” responded Tom, cheerfully ; “ay, and cure you 
too. Come, come, sir, rouse yourself; you have, | hope, many 
years of life before you yet.” 

“You really think you can cure me?” cried the old man, eagerly, 
“ Prove the truth of your words, and Nancy shall be yours,” 

Tom's eyes sparkled. Without speaking, he produced a small 
phial, and, emptying the contents into a wine-glass, held it to the 
old man's lips. 

It was eagerly swallowed, and soon a soft slumber crept over the 
feverish patient. Tom sat watciing him. Perhaps the young 
man's conscience smote him as he 
had contained. 
Let us hope it did. 

The draught 
worked wonders, 
and, after a few 
hours’ peaceful 


led to mind what those pills 


” 


ee Sree | 


repose, the Squire 
awoke, feeling 
almost _ himself 


again. Strangeto 
say, his g Te- 
solutions had not 
evaporated with 
his awakening. 

Delighted with 
the result, he or- 
dered pretty 
Nancy to be im- 
mediately sum- 
moned to his bed- 
side, and, placing 
her little hand in 
Tom's —_ nervous 
grasp, bestowed 
upon them his 
paternal blessing. 

The marriage 
took place short- 
ly afterwards, 
and the Squire 
insisted they 
should — perma- 
nently reside at 
the Hall, giving, 
as a reason, that it would be convenient to have Tom close at hind 
iu case of another sudden attack. 

He has not, however, had one since, and Tom has only one secret 
from his wife. She must never know what those pills—which were 
the means of cementing their happiness—contained. 


His paternal blessing. 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY, (Saturday, May 16, 1891. 


al fs nice to be beantifu’, dear, bat 
. " then it’s rather expensive. Three offers 
(T'S CANGEROUS. of Caer ge do I obtain daily, and I 
Do not speak te ladies at the wing, especially when the stage make it a rule to inclose a photo to all 
LATEST QUOTATIONS. Manager see ueavy boots, as it is likely to Bat to very pain- THE HUMAN AVALANCHE. rejected suitors."—£rtract from Letter of 

Slates were firm, but Copper had a downward tendency, ful results, Rather late for the morning train. Youny Lady. 


9% Miss Sloper will b+ drlishted to receive photoyraphs from those DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—LORD RANDOLPH CHURCHILL. 


of her Jriends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 
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QQ). From Shoe Lane to South Africa is, to a determined man like A. SLOPER, but “ you're not coming here to cut the ground from under me; I, aud T alone, represent 
a stride, and, as his feet, as his friend Arthur Williams once reminded him, “take up The Daily Graphic.” “ And I, the * HALF-HOLIDAY, and no other,” said the Eminent, 
a lot of ground,” a thing easily accomplished. At once making for Mashonaland, drawing himself up to his full height, “SLOPER, forgive me! 1 was hasty,” cried 
the first: person he met was the titular owner of the Property, King Lobengula, his lordship, grasping A. SLOPER'S hand, “can you tuke a few pars each week ?" 
“Seen anything of Randy, old chap?" inquired the Mouldy One of his majesty. “ He “Certainly, Randy ; and now introduce me to some «f old Labs queens."— (4), 
{s now taking afternoon tea with a dozen or so of my wives.” “ Well, run in and tell | They were ail very nice, particularly one, who happene!t to be the king's favourite, 
No. 182.—Miss DoT Sunny. him a particular friend would speak with baer A beg he has quite finished.” “ee but me is mere ee ene finding himself in esuousland, A. SLOPER a poarer it 
“ 5 ; 0 who lave I the honour of addressing ?" inquired the ing.— 2). “SLOPER the First, was only natural he should mash on a land of such promise, and proccede to do so. 
ve My love for her has oriven me ball lotty."— Tae Dook Snook. Monarch of Shoe Lane!" “I willat ease to him,” said Lobengula, prostrating him- | (8). Bat the eye of Lobengula’s spy-in-chief peat him. A. SLOPERis now on-e 
My heart is ever thine, swect maid, though uges roll away. self, and crawling into his kraal, he disappeared.—(3). “ What, my bold, brave | more safe in Battersea, and gratefully acknowledges it is to Lord Kundolph Churehill 
; —Lord Bob, brother buccaneer, what cheer!" cried A. SLOPER, as Lord Randolph Churchill | he owes his life. It seems that the king was possessed of a jealous spirit, But there, 
“ Tam another victim to her charms."— The Hon. Billy, appeared, wiping his mouth. “Now, jook here, SLOPER,” said his lordship, coldly, these details would but bore you. 


THE ELDER TAKES GAS. 


(1). McNab, suffering from molar twist, anxiously awaited the arrival (2), “Elder, my lad, you're a bit musical this morning.” But the Elder only vellowed, “Blank i blauk 1! blank !i! 
ot the gas machine, blankitvy blank! blank :* 


toke the Hunderground from King’s Cross to Edgware Road. 


Saturday, May 16, 1897.) 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


May Day weddiny quite'a spree, Such weddings we don't often see :— et po Vic. amongst us will 


Spring, Boring, beautiful enn | Yea, ladies and gentlemen, it has come at last, for we have 
positively had at least three clear days of sunshine. Ye gods! we thank ve for these mercies, 
which, although small, are none the less acceptable. Proceed, please:—On May Day ‘neath 
Leformers’ Tree, The working-men meet, as we sce :—In combat these two people mect_ And vows of 
vengrance dire repeat :—In spite of raina grand display Of royals was secn the other day :—A 


NO ACCOUNTING FOR TASTES. 
Timu—Wahit Monday. 
Well, if this is fresh hair and hexercise, T don't like it. I prefer to 


OUR MANLY BoyYS. bow much dtd it cost me—— 


Two first returns to St. John's Wood, please. Half price for the lady. sir, The bill's downstairs. 


remain 


‘ow she is with us once again :—Some veterans depict 1 here, Who pi 


“ Ah eS “be -iGs rnever-so-*umbles 
Thene's- Ro splace FA | ike . Rone’. 


9” 


wT 


A “Big -Bougqueb- 


ainl 


show they're free 


Srom fear :— Behold a bouquet fineand large, Just so and ditto was the charge :—W hat think you of 
a May Day wedding together with a £100 gift? This 


by one Raine. 


GOOD OLD PORT. 


Master of the Houte. What do yon think of that drop of port, my boy? Rather taety, eh? 
Twenty yeurs in bottle. 1 have had it ten years myself. And look at the price! Why, let me we 


Good luck to him, say | !——THE 8 


Servant (who has overheard the latter part of her master's remarks). Twenty-six shillings a duzen, 


I 


it seems, isan annual affair, and was originated 


JOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


SPRING HAS COME. 


And so the lamblets seem to think, for the way they have been 
disporting themselves lately, in the meadows situated ut the back of 
the Mildeweries, isa sight to behold. Can it be that the sight of the 
Eminent's nose has something to do with their friskiness ? 


FAST FRIENDS. 
Dedicated to Bank Holiday revellers. 


—_— 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 
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MORE VINDICATIONS! 

THE Jacksons have been going it. Sv have the Slopers, What 
with the wife's vindication and the reply to it from the husband, 
the public, through 
the medium of the 
daily papers, have 
been well supplied 
with some very 
entertaining litera- 
ture lately. That's 
right enough—into 
the “fors” and 
“againsts" of the 
Clitheroe Abduc- 
tion Case A. SLO- 
PER is not prepared 
to go. His object 
at the moment is 
to clear his own 
character, Mr. 
Jackson, in his 

inphlet, hme he 
nas been deluged 
with letters from 

ople strongly in 
‘avour of his ap- 
peal to the House 
of Lords against the recent decision. “Amongst others who have 
written,” says Jacky, “are the Bishop of Manchester, Mr. Glad- 
stone and Lord Cranbourne.” This is too bad. Refresh your 
memory, Dear Deserted One. Did you not also get a letter which 
began :—“ To enable you to compete for his £1,000 Prize, you 
must show SLOPER that you have bought his paper for six 
months; therefore, commencing with ‘ALLY SLOPER’S HALF- 
Houipay' for January 3rd, 1891, cut out the first paragraph in 
. ally Compane from each week's paper, and keep the cuttings by 
you until June 27th, 1891, when you will have twenty-six in your 
evension Then add two lines to complete the following Nursery 
hyme :— 
“There was an old Fossil named SLOPER, 


He fell down the stairs, 


That unfortunate, fruity, old SLOPER !” 


The dotted lines have to be filled in, and the first, and second, and 
third and fourth lines must rhyme. Write the Rhyme out on a 
piece of paper, with your name and address at the top, and post it, 
with the twenty-six cuttinga, as soon after June 27th as you can, 
to “Sloper’s £1,000 Competition.” Don't post the 
Rhyme or any of the cuttings until you have the twenty-six—that 
is, one from each week's “ HALF-HOLIDAY,” commencing January 
8rd, 1891, and ending June 27th, 1891, To the writer of the best 
Rhyme will be awarded £1,000. A. SLOPER, ever thoughtful, 
keeps Back Numbers in stock. *.* 


THE Alexandra Park Trotting Club held s most successful meet- 
ing last week, and, judging from the enormous attendance, trottiug 
seems to be rising rapidly in the 
favour of the race going public, 
We took the Sloperian drag down, 
and induced Tottie, Lardi and a 
few of the “Friv.” girls to go 
with us, Our precise object in 
yoing was to back 2 mare called 

lisa Sloper, entered for the Re- 
cord Race and the Consolation 
Handicap, and we piled every 
cent we'd got on the animal; and 
—well, it lost both races. It 
has frequently been asserted by a 
few prudish persons that Miss 
Sloper is extremely fast, but the 
next time we are told 80, we shall 
emphasize our denial of the state- 
ment with a brick. 


2. 

Our readers will have noticed 
that ALLY’s hope that his 
“ Christmas Appeal” would reach 
a total of £350 was realized last 
week, This isa great weight off 
the Old Man's mind, and he takes 
the opportunity of thanking the 
kiud hearted people who_re- 
sponded go willingly to his call on 
behalf of the Destitute Poor of 
London, The good attained will 
be understood when we say that 
the £350 enabled us to issue 2,800 
Half-Crown Tickets to the same 
number of really deserving cases, the cost of distribution and 
penuing being defrayed, as in former years, by the Moth Eaten 

‘abric. ** 


THE Ancient Obelisk has this day conferred his “Award of 
Merit” upon Mr. Canpy, Q.C., because of his forensic warmth. 
“Ain't he a hot ‘un, feyther?” soliloquized the Blue Eyed Law 
Student, Alexandry, as SLOPER pere et fils sherried and bittered at 
the bar of the “ Mitre,” in Fleet Street. 

ss 
s 

ALTHOUGH to a certain class of playgoers Our Daughters may 
not, from a dramatic point of view, be altogether acceptable, the 
play, nevertheless, 
does as well as any 
other for the pur- 
pose required of it, 
viz. :—to reintroduce 
Miss Alice Atherton 
into __ professional 
life. Miss Atherton, 
although having 
only recently  re- 
covered from a very 
serious illness, has 
lost none of that 
vivaciousners of 
manner which went 
such a long way to- 
wards popularizing 
her in the eyes of the 
British public. Her 
rendering of Minnie 
Mayhew is excellent, 
her numerous tricks 
and antics causing 
roars of merriment 
among the audience. 
Now that Willie 
Edouin has become 
such a general fa- 
vourite with theatre- 
goers, it will be unnecessary to criticise his acting further than to 
state that he makes good use of his numerous opportunities, and 
that in Our Daughters his excellent acting is worthy his great 
Tepuftation, 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


From recent remarks made by Mr. Vaughan, one of the London 
stipendiaries, it would seem that he is greatly surprised that ladies 
are not permitted to smoke 
in London restaurants, We, 
for our part, can see no 
necessity !ur any expression 
of surprise on the part of 
Mr. Vaughan, Surely the 
learned gentleman knows 
what London life is. To 
permit a female to smoke on 
the premises is more than a 
London restaurant landlord 
dare do. With what class 
of characters does Mr, 
bibs, ge think the house 
would be immediately 
filled? Not of that portion 
of womanhood that we 
should care our wives and 
daughters to associate with, 
‘tis certain. No, no, Mr, 
Vaughan, your remarks 
might have been well meant, 
but they were thoroughly 
out of place ; your vocation 
is to put down vice, not to 
assist in its growth, 


s 

Up to Thursday, April 
30th, A. SLOPER always pre- 
tended that he wasn't a bit 
frightened of Ghosts; but, 
after his visit, on the even- 
ing of that eventful day, tothe Public Hall, Peckham, to witness 
an entertainment by Pepper's Ghost and Spectral Opera Compaey, 
the Remnant has shown decided signs of what Alexandry calls 
blue funk. You'd hardly believe it, but the entertainment has had 
such an effect on the Old Man's nerves, that he refuses now, point- 
blank, to go into the Coal Cellar after dark, and he always looks 
under his bed before tumbling into it. For this, O Manager H. 

Smith, has Mrs. S. to thank thee! 

ss 

a 
On Sunday, May 3rd, the Philandering Philanthropist, accom- 
nied by the heir tothe Sloper Estates, took part in the Procession 
or the benefit of the Kilburn Dispensary. “‘The Balaclava 
Charge’ ain't in it, is it, feyther?" remarked Alexandry, as fin de 
siécle eggs, more or less addled, tilled the surrounding atmosphere. 

ss 
s 


THERE are various ways of spending Whitsun Monday. You can 

et up at 6 A.M. and take a ticket for the seaside, and have a 

elightful 
ride of six or 
seven hours 
duration in 
a carriage 
containing 
eight fat 
women, four 
ditto babies, 
a concertina 
fiend, and 
three small 
boys with a 
healthy appe- 
tite for gin- 
gerbread; and 
when you 
reach your 
destination 
you can hire 
an opera-glass 
and have just 
time to cateh 
a sight of the 
sea before it 
is time to 
come back ; 
or you may 
prefer a boat- 
ing trip u 
the river—it's 
very enjoy- 
able we know, and, bless you, you may get run into and drowned, 
and havea little paragraph in the papers all to yourself next morn- 
ing ; or you ean go to the hundred and one places of amusement 
set apart for Bank Holiday-makers and get crushed as flat as the 
sandwich you pay sixpence for, not to mention a chance of being 
poisoned by bad beer and worse whisky; or, again, you can 
stay quietly at home and devote the day to reading the “ H.-H.,” 
aud——but there, please yourselves, please yourselves, 

v2 


‘aul 


2 
£&1:1:0 and the “SLopER AWARD OF MERIT” have been 
shar relge to THos, F, SMITH, 231 St. Ann’s Well Road, Nottingham 
or the best answer to the following puzzle :—“ Where's ilfred 
Murray?” “Gone to America, and Gladys out of it.” 
ss 


s 
SINCE closing his “ Christmas Appeal,” ALLY has received the 
following amounts, which will carried over to the next 
ae ppeal ":—Elizabeth Casey, 5s.; F. C. Drotford, 1s.; E. C., le.; 
J. Owen, 6d.; Se: Lillystone, 6¢d.; Una, M.S.B. (Perth), 2s. 6d. ; 
W. Kennard, 6s.; G. B., 1s, ee 

s 


Goop Old Howard Paul's Annual Concert, at St. James’ Hall, on 
Thursday, fairly annexed the bun. It would take seven out of the 
eight pages of this effete publication 
to print a list of the artistes who a: 

As some of our readers might 
complain if we did this, we won't 
mention hoes A. SLOPER, who 
was —— saw Howard leaving, after 
the Show was over, by the back door of 
St. James’, with several bugs, distinctly 
marked “GOLD.” It is rumoured that 
he is going back to Teneriffe, the land 
of fruit and flowers, to enjoy himself 
on the proceeds of that one entertain- 
ment, *,° 


IN common fairness we think it only 
right to say that the initials A. S., which 
are to be seen on the coachmen's aprons 
of those awfully swagger carriages at 
Brighton just now, refer to Albert 
Sassoon, and not to ALLY SLOPER. 
“*Honour where honour is due,’ is our 
motter, ain't it, feyther?” ejaculated 
the Blue Eyed Oneas, arm-in-arm, they 
sauntered leisurely into the “Old Ship” 
for an early morning. smiler, 


THERE is no truth in the report that 
Cousin Evelina is bringing an action 
for breach of promise against His Grace 
the Dook Snook, K.G., of Snook Hall, 
and laying the damages at £10,000, 
Besides, it would be no good if she 
did, the Dook hasn't got tenpence in the world he could honestly 
call his own, 


(Saturday, May 16, 1891. 


A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING May 23rd, 1891. 
=e 


17th May, 1828.—A couple of robins, that had obtained access 
to the interior of Lacock Church, took the liberty, between the in- 
tervening Sundays, to build their nest upon the Clergyman's Prayer 
Book, whence it was detached by the rude hands of the sexton. 
The poor birds, however, then took to the singing gallery, and by 
the following Sunday had their nest rmpisety waked upon the 
music buoks belonging to the choir. The hen bird deposited her 
eggs in that situation ; and duriug the period of incubation sat, 
during the performance of divine service on two Sundays, undis- 
turbed and undismayed, although the knees of the nearest singer 
were within 18 inches of her! Her progeny, after becoming full 
fledged, were this day taken possession of by people in the parish. 


18th May, 1861.—“ Lord Chief Baron” Nicholson, who died 
this day, aged 52, describes, in his autobiography, how, when a boy, 
’ 


Sherriff, au actor at Sadler's Wells, took him to see the execution 
of the Cato Street conspirators. “ He paid fourpence for our stand- 
ing in a coal waggon just by St. Sepulchre’s Church. We had a good 
view. I saw them hanging, and I saw Thistlewood decapitated 
after death. The operator was a man ina mask.” 


19th May, 1554.—Princess, afterwards Queen Elizabeth, this 
day performed her devotions in the Church of All Hallows, Staining, 
on her release from the Tower. It is an old London tradition that 
she dined at the “ King's Head Tavern,” in Fenchurch Street, after 
the service, “off pork and peas.” An ancient metal dish and cover 
were preserved in the tavern, and shown as those used by her. 


20th May, 1732.—In the Universal Spectator and Weekly 
Journal for this date, we read :—*“ John Loftus, the grave-digger, 
committed to prison for robbing of a dead corpse (sic), has con- 
feas'd to the Plunder of above fifty, not only of their Coffins and 
Burial Clothes, (sic), but of their Fat, where bodies afforded any, 
which he retail'd at a high Price to certain People, who it is believe 
will be call'd upon on Account thereof. Since this discovery several 
Persons have had their Friends dug up, who were found quite 
naked, and some mangled in eo horriblea manner as could scarcely 
be suppos‘d to be done by a human Creature.” 


2lst May, 1839.—The Derby was run for, this day, amidst 
one of the heaviest falls of snow that the year 1839 had produced, 
and the riders were covered with the flakes of the unpropitious 
element. An “outsider,” Bloomsbury, was the winner. Twenty- 
one started. The betting was thirty to one against Bloomsbury. 


22nd May, 1885.—Victor Hugo, who died this day, began to 
_s tales and poems at the age of twenty. In 1829 his “ Last 

ys of a Condemned Criminal” created a sensation in his own 
country. His “Hunchback of Notre Dame” and “ Les Misérables ” 
are the works by which he became best known. The latter was 
first published in nine languages on the same day, April 3rd, 1862. 


23rd May, 1705.—At the battle of Ramilies, this day, the 
skull of an English soldier serving as Christopher Welsh was 
fractured by a shel! and had to be trepanned, the accident leading 
to the discovery that Christopher was really Christian Davies, 
better known as “ Mother Ross.” She had fought in several engage- 
ments with bravery, but was now discharged, the officers provid- 
ing her with a handsome outfit of female attire. She was married 
three times, dying at last in great-poverty at Chelsea. 


SPLITTING STRAWS. 

ELDERLY was the widow, and although she had not had much 
to do with parsons during her life, one was now attending at_her 
bedside. He had completed the little list of her bequests, and he 
turned to offer a little spiritual consolation. 

“Ah, Mr. Clumberpup!” said she, “in a few ahort hours I feel 
that I shall be in Abgolom’s bosom.” 

Then he of the black coat yumped in— 

“H'm !—ah !—Abraham's bosom, you mean.” 

Whereupon she retorted, somewhat sharply — 

“You're demmed p'rtickler, Mr. C., | must say. If you'd bina 
Jone widow for fifteen years, 1 don't suppose you'd a Leen su 
dodgasted prtickler!” 


—————— 


HOW HE FELL. 

“THERE is a tide in the affairs of men," etc. efc.; and there is 
a time when one is verging upon the “drunk superlative,” when it 
1s wisdom itself to “sit tight" and let anybody but you carry on 
the conversation, We came acrossa nice gentlemanly young man 
the other evening, but he lacked this wixdom, He was sittiny, one 
of a varied and brilliant assemblage, and his gaze was glued to the 
chahdelier, He meant keeping to himself ; but then some idivt 
started the topic of potent inedicines, and that was a subject that 
he flattered himself he could hold the bunat. Onder other circum- 
stances he might have done so, had he not said-- 

i“ sie thing cu’ sleepl'ss'ss, old Mother Sliegel’s Sloothing 


Slyr'p 
It was held that any recommendation of his, just then, be con- 
sidered untrustworthy. 
—=6 


HER ONE AMBITION. 

THEY had congratulated her on the brilliant success her husband 
had undeniably made as a writer, but their congratulations did not 
appear greatly to move her. They said that before long a great 
and glorious name would be his, but she didn't seem to care. They 
said that in time his books would stand beside Thackeray's and 
Dickens’, but she was still obdurate. 

“I wish—oh! how I wish—that he had been a pawnbroker,’”’ she 
whispered. : 

“ Cesar | bed 

“Why, look how I might have gone out in the different jewellery 
that was popped.” 


—_—_>——— 


GIVING IT AWAY. 

GATHER round, little children, especially you who are well 
brought up, and listen to a little story. 

There was such a nice, refined lady rode in our train, the other 
day, and she had by her side a well soya little boy. And she 
talked so charmingly to the little fellow, all about “nurse” aud 
Nees and so forth, and presently we pulled up just short of 4 
signal-box. 

sf Oh, Mar!" said the little cherub, “look there! Take me into 
that 4 sess ‘ouse, same as if you was Par.” 

a ” winced a bit, and, ignoring the last part of his remark, 
6a. —s 

“ Nonsense, child! that’s not a public house ; it’s a eignal-box.” 

“ Oh, cheese it!” elegantly retorted the sweet youth, “don’t kid 
to me; if it ain't a pub., what are they a-drawin’ all that beer for! 

And the only thing “ Mar” said, she said with a look that would 
have sawn boxwood. 


ALLY SLOPER’S 
FREE LIFE INSURANCE. 
— 

£15 will de paid by MR. GILBERT DALZIEL, the Pro- 
prietor of “ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY," to the 

nezt-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Bey, or Girl (itasiwony Servants 
on duty excepted Pre shall happen to meet with his or her death 
in a Railway Accident, tn any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current resue uf “ ALLY SLoPER's HALF- 
HOLIDAY” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY” es published throughout tne 
United Kingdom every Thursday morhing at 8 o'clock, and the 


Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 8 o'clock 
the folluwing Thursday morning. 


Pro- 
the 
ants 
cath 
dom, 
ALF- 
lent. 
tne 

the 
lock 


Saturday, May 16, 1891.) 


A NEW NUISANCE; 
OR, A WARNING FOR WAYFARERS. 
[Tricycles for babies, to be propelled by their nursemaids, are, it is said, likely 
te be much in vogue presently.) 


A BTARTLING new 
€ terror has lately 
been added 
To those which 
exist in thestreets 
—one far worse ; 
’Tis a tricycle (like to 
a “ pram.”), nice- 


nurse, 

The infant is seated 
in front, while 
the nursemaid 

Propela the ma- 
chine with her 
(sometimes) 
small feet ; 

And hence, as a warn- 
ing, friend SLo- 
PER this verse 


made 

To cause you to be 
on your guard in 
the street ! 


REFRAIN. 
Then make way, 
make way for the baby tricycle, 
Lest you its dangerous orbit strike ; 
Lest with horror it freeze you as cold as an icicle, 
Therefore, stand clear for the baby “ trike. 


But perhaps ‘tis the baby who ought to be pitied, 
Dashing along on the busy highway, , 
For “nursey ” (as will by most folks be admitted) 
Is sometimes distracted by spooniness, Eh? 
The soldier will often enchain her attention, 
The bobby at times the nice nursemaid will mash ; 
In fact, it seems likely this newest invention 
Will oft bring both babies and nurses to smash ! 


So make way, etc 


TRUE MODESTY. 

THERE is nothing like a really clever woman, Look at Mrs. 
Jones. Why, she kept a tame parrot under the bed soas to frighten 
the burglars if they came, and, what was more, she never brushed 
her hair the first thing in the morning without filling the keyhole 
with putty. “When one lets lodgings to young men,” said she, 
“they're all curious, and a woman's privacy is what she values most 
of all” And this she said as she shoved her last remaining second- 
hand stay-busk under the bedroom door, for fear that as much as 
a cockroach should be looking underneath. 


-« SLOPER’S PRESENTS. 


Cut out and fill in the Label printed below, expressing a wish 
what you are in want of, and post it to :— 


ALLY’S “PRESENT” DEPARTMENT, 
“ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


*," Applicants must write distinctly in left-hand corner of 
Encelope whether it isa Lady or Gentleman applying. 


" Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday,” May 46th, 1891. 


AdAiOGG a ee ee 


Want ® ....... 


© “Sloper Watches” will not be given, 
224th WEEK. 


LIST FOR MAY @nd. 
The following “ Presents” have been made :— 
1. M18s MAGGIE SMEATON, Cochrane Street, AUCHTERARDER (Scotland). 
A VIOLIN. 
2. JOHN LODGE, 63 Westbourne Park Crescent, Paddington, 
A COPPER KETTLE. 


LONDON. 


Advertisements will be inserted in this 
column free of charge, provided the 
Sender's Name and Address are inclosed, 
not for publication, but as a guarantee 
of good faith, Tootsie undertakes ts 
Jerward, unopened and post-free, all 
letters received in reply to the adver- / 
tesements. Address— 


TOOTSIE, “MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” 


“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. . 


AN TRISH GIRL, aged 22, tall, blue 

. eyes, brown hair, jolly disposition, would 

like to correspond with a young gentleman, who 

Must be very tall, good tempered and fond of 

home, Photographs returned if not approved of. 

Adifress—" SHAMROCK,” Tootsie’s Matrimonial 
gency. 


C LAUD axp OSCAR, two young 

Englishmen, in excellent position—ranching 
in Manitoha—aged 23 and 21 respectively ; Cland, medium height, fair ; Oscar, 
tall and dark; both considered very good looking, desire to correspond with two 
ladies, with view to matrimony, Photos needed. Address—" CLAUD" or “ Oscar,” 
Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. ‘ 


(j ERTIE, rather tall, good looking, aged 21, and thoroughly 
domesticated, would like to correspond with a young gentleman about 

Fame age; woukl like photo, which wonld be returned, if wished, in confidence. 

Adress “GERTIE,” Sc tsie s Matrimonial Agency. 

HARRY, aged 25, tall and dark, wishes to correspond with a 


Photo, which will be returned if desired. Address—“ HARRY," Tootsie's Matri- 


GLaDys (Aged 18). 


= ee ee aii err ee 

UBERT, aged 25, tall, dark and very good looking, very 

good ionaae srs in food potion, would tae meee with an affectionate and 
Ing pr er, ag 24. to. in first instance, in strict 

Address—" HUBERT,” Tootsic’s Matrimonial Agency. es 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


CANEBURY STOCKBRIDGE. Hants, April 27th, 1891. 
DEAR S1R—Many thanks for the kind way in which you 
honoured me with the “Award of Merit,” which arrived quite 
safely. 1am, dear sir, yours very truly, 
H. MORNINGTON CANNON. 


SWINESHEAD, Boston, LINCOLNSHIRE, April 29¢h, 1891. 

GREAT AND UNIQUE AND ONLY ONE,—I approach thy dread 
eh with much quaking and knocking together of knees, and 

umbly lay before you the fragments of an idea that nearly settled 
my blooming hash, for it struck me with such terrific force that | 
thought there was a young earthquake in the vicinity. I find that, 
though your “ I.-H.” is known to many thousands of sensible folk, 
there are, nevertheless, great numbers of heathen yet within the 
land who have heard or know not the great SLOPER, Asa proof 
of this, 1 was lauding you and the rest of the boiling the other day 
to acertain Mrs. H—, and showed her a print of your noble pre- 
sence, spoke of the flaming beacon, etc., and she answered me 
thusly: “1 don’t believe as how as if as ever there is auch a man, 
and if there is, mind you, nobody will make me believe he has got 
such a smeller.” And she wound up, “And if there is such a man, 
and he has got such a boko, all the —— in —— will never make 
me believe it is ns red as you tries to make believe.” Now for the 
idea—hold your breath: Send a magic lantern concern throughout 
the length and breadth of the land and show on the acreen as many 
of those works of art as appear on the front page of the “ H.-H.,” 
together with views of *'The Sloperies," and so advertise yourself, 
and get a few chips at the same time, 

W. H. BURTON-SHAW. 


Yours, with his hat off. 
SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 61.—He ONce More Demonstrates His Hoty Horror 
OF FLIRTS AND FLIRTATION, 
THE Eminent looked on the Lady Lizzzeee, 
And, behold! she was fair to behold, 
And the health-bioom (of paint) on her features had she, 
In her hair and hee purse there was gold 
Then the Eminent looked on the son he adored, 
And, behold! he beholded with pain 
That his boy had begun to tog up like a lord, 
And to wash himself now and again! 
And he sighed, * The sad truth is apparent to me: 
Alexandry’s in love with the Lady Lizzzeee! ” 


So the Second (rate) Solomon said to his boy, 
“Gather wisdom, my son, from your sire. 

De yon think it would tend to your peace or your Joy 
If you stuck your rizht arm in the fire? 

Do you think you'd have bliss in a leonine lair? 
Ina charnal vault, say, would you smile? 

Do you think you could live without grief or despair 
On the top of the Alps for a while? 

Yet these freaks more productive of pleasure would be 

Than to win for a wife the fair Lady Lizzzeee!" 


Then responded the meek Alexandry, “Ho! ho! 
You but envy my fortune, old guy!” 
And the Time Worn made answer, “No, bustafrog, no! 
For my season of love has gone by. 
But, if still | were young, | would steer jolly clear 
Of this merciless, pitiless flirt, 
Who will capture your heart like a Clara De Vere, 
But to trample and spurn it as dirt. 
Take the tip, my dear boy, take the wrinkle from me: 
There is death in the smiles of the Lady Lizzzeee !"" 


So the boy was convinced, and he cried in his woe, 
“ Then these togs down the dusthole I'll slosh, 
And my face (if so be as it wants it or no) 
Once a year, as before, I will wash!’ 
“You are wise, sir,” said SLOPER, “ for, rather than bask 
In that girlygirl's siren-like smile, 
I would sail o'er the sea in a nine-gallon cask 
"Till [ reached Bobbie Stevenson's isle!" 
But, that evening, sweet Marion and Phyllis and Grace, 
And gay Arthur and Danby, did mark 
ALLY SLOPER enjoying. with grin and grimace, 
The performance of rare “Joan of Arc.” 
And His Serpentship basked—could it be? could it be?— 
In the siren-like smiles of the Lady Lizzzeee ! 


OFF HIS GUARD. 

THEY were walking in the moonlight, he and she; and she, with 
the ingenuous frankness of the new-won maid, whose virgin heart 
could conceal no thought from him, had babbled of her little 
worries ; how her new novel left off just as it was gettin aatereet ty 3 
how “ Pretty Dick,” her canary, had narrowly esca asphyxia by 
bunging up his trachea with a boot-button which he took for a 
currant ; how she had pricked her pretty finger with her crochet- 
hook——oh ! all sorts of things of that sorts All Edward could 
say was, “ Poor ickle abe, Let ’m boy tiss it, mate it well.” But 
in his heart he was brutully wordly for all that. 

“Oh, Teddy, dear! and what d'you think? I had such a surprise 
this morning !"—and she became grave—‘ Mamma came into my 
room, hurriedly, and surprised me at Ue Anahi 

« Jewhittiker!" exclaimed Edwar » unguardedly, “I'll bet she 
was surprised, too /" 

And there und then, with the greatest promptitude, did a coolness 
naccealpg is have frozen mutton spring up in the fair one’s manner 
tow: im, 


eee 


FAIR ISABEL. 
Rosy and bright, in the summer morning, 
Tripped fair Isabel over the Jea, 
For the storms had passed. and her lover at last 
Was coming back home from sea. 
How, oh! how could she pass the time 
From early morn until noonday chime? 
How could she wait for the tardy train 
That would bring him safe to her arms again? 


Rosy and bright, in the summer morning, 
Glowing with thought of the bliss to be. 

“Hasten, oh! hasten, thou Iazy sun! 

Quickly to-day let thy race be run, 

Quickly to-day be thy journey sped, 

Till on earth thy inendian sheen is shed, 

Then for ever away with my long, long dread, 
And welcome my love to me.” 


Pale and wan, in the summer evening, 
Stole fair Isabel out on the lea, 

And the ghastly gloom that had banned the bloom 
Of her beauty was sad to see. 

For a treacherous bell had forgot to ring, 

And a treacherous lever had failed to swing, 

And her darling, crushed in the helpless train, 

Would never return to her arms again, 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

WHEN W. Higgins, Esq., embellishes Snatcher's tail with the 
Sloperian beer-can, does he transform Snatcher into two dogs ?— 
Certainly ; can-is accompanying canta, 

Why is the Haymarket Theatre like an arbour ?—Because it's a 
place of Tree's, 

THE “ PEOPLE'S” PALACE—Its offices in Milford Lane. 

A PEELER who ought to be arrested by another peeler—The 
reckless Slee eak (peal on the pavement. 

POLITICAL MEM.—Opposed to the Empire—The Alhambra, 
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SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 
BOLDEROCK. 


(A RomaunT OF YE OLDEN Tyme.) 


---e— 


CHAPTER III.—( Continued ). 

“I am up to snuff, good father, and I think I know a fake or 
two, Have I far to go to the first castle?" 

“Half an hour's walk will 
bring you to it. The sun begins 
to decline in the western sky, 
"Tis well to reach the castle 
gates ere nightfall. Get thee 
into thy harness, and be careful 
that ye are complete, for Bolde- 
rock, the Terrible, has a keen 


eye. 

Deftly the youth stripped off 
the long hose and jerkin which 
he had worn, and tossed aside 
the quaint cloth cap, Donning 
a pair of red and white striped 
nether garments and a red 
waistcoat, he placed over all a 
blue coat, the ample tails of 
which swe almost to the 

reen award. With a brisk rub- 

ing, his face and hands as- 
sumed the swarthy complexion 
of a well kept kitchen stove, A 
huge linen collar encircled his 
neck, and a tall white hat. 
slightly baggy at the top and 
encircled by a black-band.anda 
pair of boots forty-eight inches 
in length, completed his cos- 
tume. As he swept his fingers 
over the strings of a banjo, 
which had been produced, and 
exclaimed, “ Well, massa, how's 
all dem white folks?" no one 
would have known him. His father smiled approval as he’ glanced 
over the costume, yet there was a shade of sadness in his smile as 
he thought of the danger to be encountered. 

“ Be cautious. my son; be cautious,” he again sobbed, “Let not 
your vigilance sleep. Remember, ‘if you are discovered you are 
lost, ns Milton says iv his inimitable ‘Private Secretary.’ By 
strict attention to business, and country orders punctually attended 
to, and fifteen per cent. on orders is yours, not to mention the 
steady revenue from renewals. Farewell, and good luck attend you.” 

“ Fareweil, ole man; gib de ole gal my lub,” and, shouldering 
the bag containing his ordinary costume, the youth stuck the banjo 
under his arm and turned towards Bolderoek Hall. 

The old man looked steadily after him fora few minutes. An 
onlooker would have fancied there was an air of regret in his atti- 
tude as he parted 
from his son. Per- 
haps there was a 
regret, but what he 
mnnttered was— 

“ Twill be good 
business if he suc- 
ceeds, and if he 
doesn't, well, he 
wouldn't have 
made a very good 
business man, any- 
how. ’ 


CHAPTER IV. 

THE Lady Mary 
Ann leaned her 
head upon her 
hand and looked 
sadly forth from 
her boudoir win- 
dow on the wide 
landscape of forest 
anddale. It wasa 
beautiful ecene,but 
‘t brought no joy 
to the heart of the 
Karon Bolderock's 
daughter. The 
Baron had re- 
turned from the 
beef hunt, and had 

rought a store of 

rovisions including groceries of a moist description ; but he had also 
Brought intelligence of a grand tournay, which was to be held on 
a neighbouring plain, and to which the Bolderock family had been 
invited. But, alas! the Lady Mary Ann had little that was new to 
wear on the occasion, and she feared that she could not go under 
the circumstances, She glanced over the handbill of the concern, 
and she felt that, had she been there, she would have gained an 
honour, but, if she went not, it would fall to that bold-faced chit 
the Lady Sarah Jane Bolover. 

True, the Lady Sarah Jane was her dear friend, and they kissed 
when they met—but shea beauty? Absurd! 

The programme was an attractive one. It ran:— 


GRAND TOURNAMENT. 


GREAT GALAXY OF 
TALENT, 
Under the Patronage of the 
Nobility of the District. 


A GRaND TOURNAMENT 
Will be held on the 
12th June. 


To conclude with 
AB 


ALL, 
At which the Surviving 
Competitors of the 
Day's Proceedings 
will be Admitted Free, 


~ Hows ali dem white folks? * 


Looked steadily after Lim. 


The Events will embrace, 
among others, a 


GRAND TOURNAMENT 
THE KNIGHTS-TEMPLARS 


e. 
TUE KNIGHTSOFST.JOUN. 


PRIZF FOR THE BFst 
DRESSED HIGHLANDERAT 
nis OWN EXPENSE, 


PRIZE FOR THF. QUEEN 
oF BEAUTY. 


CLIMBING THE GREASY 
POLE FOR A HAM, 


FREE List SUSPENDED— 
EXcEPT THE PRESS, 


Looked sadly forth. 


The affair was eure to be a splendid one, There had been none 
for some time, and crowds would sure to be attracted, and yet she 
felt ehe could not go. She regretfully thought over all her old ball 
dresses, and the review was an almost hopeless one, They had 
all been worn once already and might be recognized, 

(10 be continued next week.) 


— 
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THE “F.O.8S." PORTRAIT GALLERY. OH, THAT EXHIBITION! 


, lady. *Andsome a 
(Polly parted, 


No, 203.—Mn. Joun Coor, ¥.0.S. 
“Making known our presence by a furious ring at the hall 


door of the palatial abode of the gentleman whose portrait we , Pr A “TIP” CAT. 

Kive above, we were conducted by a pampered menial in gorgeous Wife, Goodness gracious me! how dare you come home in that state!) Why, man, yon are intoxicated! Tender Hearted Driver. There yer are agin! Blest 
livery into the sanctum of the celebrated music hall song writer, Husband. Intoxicatesh—(hic)—not a bitsh of it, my dear. Been to the—(Aic)—Naval Exhibishun, and if the ole hoss haint ‘eard a cat mow-rowin’ somew heres, 
John Cook, who sat buried in thought and a pile of manuscript. what you thinksh drunkenesh is simply the sailor's roll. an’ ‘e's a-shakin’ just like a haspen all over. 


No sooner did he hear that we were anxious to me acquainted 
with a few particulars connected with his career, than he dashed 


to the Erard “ grand,” and, rattling off a brilliant prelude, burst “G AT HERI NG THE M A Y.” 


into the following song :— a 


“*My age, let me tell you, is something between 

Twenty-five and hundred and nine ; 

All the wittiest songs that are sung at the “ halls” 
You may bet your existence are mine, 

T've never been married, I get up at eight, 
The bankers [ honour are Coutts ; 

T take 14 in. collars, and drink “special Scotch,” 
And “nines” is the size of my bo 

Tve two hundred people to see me 
The ante-room just now is crams H 

So. if you're not pleased with this interview, you 
Can bally well go and be — ." 


“Tere the performer struck a loud chord, which drowned the 
last word, bowed, and cast meaning looks towards the door, 
Feeling it wonld be unwise to prolong our suty, we left, returned 
to the *The Sloperies,’ and found it was chiefly because our hero 
is a good Cook, that lhe was created F.O.S, and the ‘Sloper Award 
of Merit,” presente! to lim April 9th, 1887."—ebrett Improved, 


“That's right, Bill, have a drink ; we can afford to now. We 
ain't got to waste our money on eddicating our youngsters.” 


(1.) Mile End'Arry. Yus, these ‘ere good hold customs orter be kep’ hup. Now, eport !{——(6.) Bill. There y'are. ‘Oo sez we ain't crippled that joker to rights? 


wot can be more inuercenter than May gatherin’? Whitechapel Bill. Right yer are! ‘Arry. Har! we ain't afraid o' no bally sheeps as ever was ‘atched, nor no other 
an I've got a proper good axe fur the job an’ all.—:2.) ‘Arry. ‘Ere’s a noo fence, wild beastes !——(7.) "Arry. Well, we ain't laid in much May, but we've ‘ad a 
Bill. We may as well start the fun ‘ere an’‘ave ‘im darn. Sill. I'm hon it.—— reg'lar good ole beno, an’ dunt you forgit it! Bill. Yus, Wot Pays is as these ‘ere 
(3.) An’ ‘ere’s a tree, Blowed if 1 don't ‘ave ‘im darn an‘ all! 'Arry. Har! we're landed proprietors hort to be compelled by hact of Parliament to throw open their 
a-gittin’ hon up to Dick so far—ain't we ?——(4.) Blowed if we sharn't ‘ave to move bloomin’ parks an’ suchlike to the people, an‘ give ‘em a chance to enjoy ‘cinselves 
agin, 'Arry. This ‘ere’s the fourth bloomin’ rick as | ve set fire to, accidental, to- like we've bin a-doin’ on to-day, Wot do you say, matey? "Arry. 1 say “'Ear, 
day.—(5.) 'Arry. ‘Ooray! ‘ere’s a duck-pond! Now we ‘are got some bloomin’ ‘ear !" to them sentiments, Bill, Y'are a reg'lar Solomon—that's wot yer are. 
DE-LIGHTS OF OVERCROWDING. TO THE YOUNG. 


“ You can't see through me, ch? Then why don't you put a board up with ‘ Ancient 
SWEETHEARTS.—WHICH IS SHE TO CHOOSE ? Lights’ on it.” This is what a greedy boy came to. Be warned ere it is too late. 


London; Printed by DALZIEL BROTHERS, at their Camden Press, High Street, N.W., and Published by the Proprictor, GILBERT DALZIEL, at “ The Slopertes,” 99 Shoo Lane, London, E.0.—Saturday, May 16, 1891. 


BSL 


